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| think you move me 

Author's Notes: 

This is a sort of experimental thing. The format is weird, kinda non-linear stream of consciousness between 

both characters . 

It started out fluffy, but it seems | can't help but angst, so WARNINGS for mentions of rape (Cherie Currie 
states in her book that she was victimized by her sister's boyfriend, and that there was a lot of stuff going 
on on the tours that was pretty fucking shady), underage drinking, drug use and abuse. 

Think of it as a queer first love/slightly feminist collage :) 

Merry Christmas, and | hope this is somewhat what you wished for. 


Title from "Wild Thing". 


She likes Cherie in pink. 
Not because cherry blossoms are pink, or because girls are pink, or any other of those stupid, corny things 
that got stuffed down her throat and she threw up as soon as possible, but because Cherie wields a short 


dress or high heels as artistically as Jimi Hendrix wields a guitar. 


Because when Cherie puts on red pumps with thin, caramel knee socks or a low cut sky blue top or ripped 
jeans, it means something. And as far as Joan can tell, pink means that she feels safe. 


So, nice as that low cut sky blue top is, Joan always prefers Cherie in pink. 

Cherie prefers Joan in red, it seems. Picks out pants and boots and shirts and, once, a dress, all in the same 
shade of blood red and then forces her to add red to her all-black wardrobe, until she can't remember a time 
when she didn't go for the patterned roses on those black panties. 

Joan holds up dangling crystal red tears up to her ears, and Cherie's breath catches in her throat. 

Ill get them for you" she says, clearing her throat and looking away ". As an early birthday present 

Joan rolls her eyes to masquerade the hammering of her heart "When would | ever wear them?" 

Cherie shrugs "A special occasion" 

Joan keeps the cheap earrings in their cheap box, and sometimes when she has nothing better to do she takes 
them out and puts them on in front of the mirror and puts on bright red lipstick to match, her face a mosaic 
of red, black and white. She likes the look, but as they rush across the states for another show and another 
hotel and another night of screaming for lecherous men that never once take them seriously, no occasion ever 


feels special enough. 


Not when they spend their days in a vacuum, sleeping on each other's shoulders in the stuffy, poisonous heat 


of a car, and their nights in the dirt everyone tries to tell them they belong to. 


Cherie does two lines of coke in a bathroom stall and dances under the stage lights and sings her songs and 
ducks when the occasional piece of food or can of beer that sails at her--they are getting less and less of 


those, but the projectiles that do find their way to the stage are dead certain 


She's under no illusions, though: Its not so much that these people have any kind of respect for their music. 
They've just perfected the art of imagining them naked. 


Cherie wonders if they're too early, if this is just too new, and the thought appeals to the part of her that 


has a craving for leaving a mark, for being pioneer. 
But then she thinks maybe they're too late, and she knocks back another drink, and she does another line. 


As she's contorting to the music she almost can't hear over the blood rushing in her ears, she catches Joan 
out of the corner of her eye, a mosaic of black and red, deflecting an empty can of beer by hitting it with the 
fret board of her guitar, a clanging dissonant chord resounding as fierce laughter bubbles out of her and 


dances in her dark eyes like a taunt and a warning, all at once. 


Thats my girl, Cherie thinks, a wild grin lighting up her face like the break of dawn, and she makes conscious 
effort not to dwell on that pride that's twisted with hunger and swathed in shame that coils in the pit of her 


stomach, that blooms across her skin like a shiver or an earthquake or both. 


She can almost see it rustling underneath her skin, like a part of her that she was unaware of having stirring 


to life and roaring for freedom. Or maybe it's just the drugs. 
‘Best friends" Joan says, tasting the words in her mouth and letting them roll around like candy. 


They taste funny--weird in a way she can't quite pinpoint. Not wrong, but not quite right either. She's never 
had a best friend before. This is the first time. 


There's a lot of firsts she's had, and the most important of those she's had with Cherie. First girls night out, 
first stage performance, first fist fight, first time doing coke, first time staying up all night because they're 
too high to sleep, Cherie's breathless voice against her ear telling her stories she made up about Ziggy 
Stardust and feeling it was completely worth it the next day, tangled up in bed covers and sweat and Cherie. 


Some firsts she hasn't had with Cherie: first time going to the beach, first cigarette, first time having sex, 
first kiss. First kiss with not-a-boy. 


Its funny because they haven't known each other that long, and yet Joan finds herself making these lists, 
cataloguing these things and realizing with a start that she's running out of firsts--she's running out of 
childhood, or being robbed of it--and she likes the ones with Cherie in them better, even if they don't sound 


like much. 


Cherie grins at her, wide and wicked, and Joan's stomach churns and her heartbeat spikes up. A row of pearly 
whites between cherry lips, just another stimulant in a long row of stimulants and line after line of cocaine and 


fucking first times, a crushing wave of teenage want soaked in hormones and not feeling good enough. 


Cherie dreams of Joan's pale white throat under her lips, dreams of her pearly white teeth sinking in and red 


blood gushing out and she dreams she's a vampire, always going for her girl's neck. 


She dreams that she drinks Joan in and keeps her inside, that she gets to keep her forever. In the dream she 
feels beautiful and powerful and wild and big, everything she can never be in real life, it seems. Everything her 


life keeps reminding her she's not. 

In the real world, she's small. Trying so hard to be tough and to be provocative and just ends up broken and 
kneeling and bleeding, stammering to her feet to sing and scream and it all falls on deaf ears of a blank eyed 
crowd. 

Girls dont play rock n' roll, she's small 


Take it off she's small. 


-better things to be doing with your mouth than 


singing., she's small. 
What a waste, she's small. 
Tiny and worthless, jailbait whore tramp slut goddamn tight pussy cheap trash junkie small 


When a shadow grabs at her and puts his hand over her mouth and paws at her like a monster in the night, 


she's small. 


And even when she cuts off her hair, watching the long golden curls fall to the bathroom floor through teary 
lashes, hoping this will mean that at least if she tries very hard she can be tough, even then she's small, like 


a mutilated butterfly pinned to the wall. 
Worthless 
Funny how the past never feels like the past when it's always on your mind. 


She paints her face because that's one more layer between the world and tiny Cherie, and wears white lace 
with black ribbons and pretends she's big until its safe to be small again. 


In the dream, she's big, but that doesn't make Joan small, because Joan is Joan. Larger than life and stronger 
than anyone, stronger than her, but in a way that makes her feel safe instead of threatened, and maybe if 
she can drink Joan in, have her in her bloodstream like a shot full sweet heroin, maybe she'll be strong too. 
She wakes up and licks her bloodless lips that taste like pills and falls back asleep, and hopes she has the dream 


agai n. 


Joan feels like a shadow sometimes, but not in a bad way. She feels that she fluctuates in shape and size, 


depending on where the sun is at. 


Cherie is steady and true and bright, and Joan dwindles and fades into the background sometimes, but she likes 
it that way. She's hidden in the shadows and people see Cherie, always Cherie first, but she can't blame them, 
because she's looking too. And they reach out to touch, because looking is not enough, and in the shadows Joan 


gnashes her teeth because they have no right to fouch, and no one sees it. 


When Cherie looks at her and grins or laughs, it's like the midday sun blooms above her head and she feels 
incredibly huge and incredibly tall, feels like maybe she could touch it, but she never does. 


At night, she dreams she had the courage to reach out and wakes up gasping for breath, want twisting in her 


bones like a growing ache. 


Cherie walks into some party and sees Joan kissing a girl, hot and heavy in a darkened corner, and her brain 


freezes and her stomach drops. 


Her hands curl into fists, nails digging crescent moons to her palms, and the first thought she is conscious of 
having is, MI sit that girl's fucking throat. Then she thinks, Joan's first kiss with a girl Then, Im happy for Joan 
Then, /m happy for that girl Then, final and all consuming, M sit that girls fucking throat. 


Joan never talks to her about it, and Cherie never asks, and they pretend that Joan didn't catch her staring at 
them in their corner, frozen midstep as people around her danced and talked and kissed and laughed. They 
pretend that Joan didn't push the girl away and stumbled to Cherie and gaped at her with her kiss swollen red 
lips. They pretend. 


Cherie huffs and says "There you are. I've been looking all over for you" and stifles the anger. 


Joan breathes a little easier and fights off the dissapointment she can feel trying to claw it's way up her 
throat, because it's easier than accepting she wanted Cherie to get angry. 


‘Best friend’, Cherie says to Joan, and she knows as she's saying them that they're the wrong words and the 
right ones. They are confusing pair of words, Cherie thinks, and she knows just by looking at Joan look at her 
with her kiss swollen lips and dissapointment she can't hide written in the line of her shoulders that she's not 
the only one who thinks so. 


She can read it in the tension that sizzles in the space between them like a trip wire, in the lingering touches 
and the mingling breaths that smell of alcohol and drugs. Because when you live a second at a time and rush 
from one hotel room to the next, and adrenalin courses through your veins like death fire that makes you feel 


alive in the sweetest contradiction, lines blur and horizons broaden. 


Cherie leans in close to Joan to whisper in her ear at night as they lay under the covers and then doesn't pull 
away, and they stay immobile in the limbo of unexplored possibilities locked in the air they share, Cherie's 
voice filling the silence as she spins tales about the future. 


Cherie can't tell when she starts to shape her future around Joan's presence, when her hopes and dreams 
begin to feel incomplete without the shape of Joan's guitar propped on her wall, but she knows when she 
figures it out. They are rehearsing a new song in the trailer, and its coming along great, and the girls get wild 
in their happiness and start playing just to play, just to make noise and pretend it's music and share a moment 


together. 


There's not much room in a jamming session for a vocalist, but she doesn't feel left out. She sits down by the 
amps and looks at them and grins and laughs and lets her mind drift in the wail of distorted guitars and smoke 


of her cigarette, and her mind drifts to Joan It's a familiar drift, one she likes more than she'd care to admit: 


Taking a chance, she makes an experiment, and imagines her future. Not the band or music or fame, but 
something harder than that. She imagines a couch in a room somewhere that belongs to her, and that she 
calls home, and without even trying Joan is there, her guitar propped on the wall, and that's when Cherie 


knows. 


There will come the day when she'll look back on her little realization, her hopeful outlook on the future, and 
she'll laugh the kind of laugh of a person sitting in the wreckage of their existence, trying to stitch herself 
back together and trying to cover the garish patches that spell whore and failure and never stood a chance. 


But that comes later. 


The tip of Joan's pencil breaks as she's scribbling a song in her notebook sitting on her bedroom floor, and she 


chucks it at the wall with a huff. Cherie laughs at her from the bed. 


Joan doesn't know what she's doing, probably just lying around smoking, but she's struck by how nice it is, 
being together, chucking pencils at the walls and laughing at each other, and she's suddenly reminded of that 
Beatles song, "Two of Us", and how a friendship like that always sounded to her like something parents make up 


to force you to be nice to people. 


They're so different, the two of them, and yet--and yet. Joan climbs on the bed and lies next to Cherie and 
steals her cigarette and soaks in how great this is, their being friends, their being together. 


Cherie has long golden hair that grew back after she cut it off and feet that look made to slip into five- 
hundred-dollar heels they can't afford and a wicked smile on her face, and Joan has Cherie, strange as it 
seems. She has the idea of Cheriea, with the lace and the make up and the heels, and the real Cherie, with 


smoke curling out of her nostrils and the pink shirt splattered in paint. 


Because Cherie seems to have glued herself to Joan's side and drawn a curtain around them, and Joan doesn't 
mind, leans back against her with her heart and with her body and with her music, which is somehow the 
most important part. She doesn't need Cherie-Joan has decided she is never going to need anyone-but she 


wants her close. 


Maybe wants her closer. 


There'll be an airplane to Japan and their future and their dreams. There'll be cocaine in the bathroom and 
whiskey in the cabin and heroin in the dark. There'll be a million fans and million shows and a million bottles and 


a million needles. 


But that comes later. 


Before that, Cherie goes out to meet Joan in the park. She finds her by the kiddie games, the ones she used to 
love but stopped going to when she was informed she was a young lady, and young ladies don't play in the dirt. 
She started coming out of spite, late at night when no one's there, to smoke and look up at the sky and 
pretend she can see the stars from the city. 


She finds Joan wearing a black leather jacket and a frown on her face, and she's strangely disappointed that 


she can't see her neck when she's dressed like that. 


Joan turns to Cherie with that pensive frown and bitten lips and a single, blood red rose. "Do you think we 
should go out together?" she asks, without even saying hello. 


Cherie doesn't say anything, and she's staring at the rose and putting it together, Joan guesses, and maybe 
she was wrong and she fucked up, and that curtain that Cherie put around them meant nothing more than 
that they were two friends disillusioned with the outside world, just two people who clicked with each other 
slightly better than they did with others and maybe she'll never find out because time has stopped forever, 
the world catching like the breath in Cherie's lungs, but she has to know--she leans forward and catches 
Cherie's pink open mouth with her own chapped lips, and the rose tumbles to her feet like a drop of her 
heart's blood. 


There'll be kisses that'll scorch like fire and fingers that'll dig in and moans and sighs and the frantic need of 
being too in love to wait even one second. There'll be drawn out sessions of nothing but the slow drag of skin 


on skin, velvety sweet and filthy perfect. 


But that comes later. 


Joan leans forward and catches her slack lips with her own and Cherie is aware of her rose tumbling to the 
ground, and it's hers and she wants to pick it up, because Joan is wearing really heavy boots and she'll stomp 
on it carelessly because she doesn't care about things like that but Cherie does, and all these thoughts chase 
each other in the periphery of her mind, becouse her girl is kissing her. 


Her girl is really hers, and she's really Joan's, and if she'd known this would happen she wouldn't have put on 
this disgusting cherry pink lip gloss that Lita gave her as a joke and that looks good but tastes bad and yet it 
doesn't. "We should go out together" she murmurs against Joan's mouth, pulling away because they're in public 
and it's not really that , is it? She pulls away because her hands are trembling and she's afraid she's going to 
shake apart ". We should go everywhere together" 


There'll be fights that'll feel like wars and words that'll feel like knives and bullets. There'll be blood on the floor 
and bitten kisses that'll feel like the end of the world. There'll be whispered, tearful promises in the dark that'll 
mean shit in the light of day. There'll be the bitter realization that nothing lasts forever. 


But that comes later. 


Cherie has a ratty pink shirt on and she smiles a bit tremulously at Joan and bends down to pick up the rose 
from the floor and Joan thinks Cherie is the most beautiful thing she has ever seen, except no, because 


Cherie's not a thing. 


Cherie's not a thing and Joan's not a thing and no matter how much anyone wants to forget that, they're going 
to go through life and be women, not things, together. 


Cherie twirls the rose in her unsteady fingers with their bitten nails, looks up at Joan like she's gathered all 


her courage into the shape of her eyes and places the rose behind Joan's ear, and she smiles again, steady 
this time, that smile that makes Joan feel that reaching out can't possibly be a bad thing, not when she's 
reaching out to that. 


There'll be screaming and sobbing and skulls nearly cracking from banging over and over against the wall. 
There'll be begging and pleading, and narcotics will be there to ease the way into painless oblivion when the end 
finally comes. There'll be goodbyes and uncertainty, and there'll be a bitter feeling of anguish because they 


never even stood a chance. 


But that comes later. 


Childhood is not over yet, they're still clinging to it with breathless despair and fierce passion, and there's still 
a lot of firsts to try out, there's still more ways to find out if this thing that's on fire between them is a 


teenage rush in an endless line of rushes or more (more more more) and they have time. 


They're going to be Cherie and Joan in pink and red, and she can't think of anything stronger than that. 


